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anything at all. She wondered what it was
she did want. It was easier to say the words
" real marriage " than to know what they
meant, much easier to believe in them than
to know what you believed in. Last night
she had felt for the first time that she could
be truly married to Bett, at the very moment
that he was telling her, with a conviction
she knew to be certain and a truth she could
hardly doubt, that it was impossible. If
he had only been like that a fortnight ago
he wouldn't have thought it impossible;
she was sure of that. She was sure also
that she would have refused to marry him
then.

It was since he had discovered about Boston
that he had changed. He had felt that she
was being dragged towards Boston. It was
not true. She had had a moment of immense
pity for Boston, that was all. Now she had
built herself up against it once more* You
didn't become truly married out of pity.
Neither could you go on finding out what
true marriage was by merely discovering what
it was not. Oh, it was no use thinking about
it.

But that was only letting them decide.
How dare Bett be so certain about it when